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I have ray own ambition. It is not 
To mount on eagle wingrs and soar awaj 

Beyond the palings of the common lot. 
Scorning- the griefs and joys of every day; 

I would be haman— toiling, like the rest. 
With tender, huraan heart-beats in my breast. 

And so, beside my door I sit and sing 

My simple strains— now sad, now light and gay; 

Happj if this or that but wake one string 
Whose low, sweet echoes give me back the lay, 

And happier still, if girded by my song. 

Some strained and tempted soul stands firm and 

Humanity is much the same; if I 

Can give my neighbor's pent-up thought a tongue. 
And can give voice to his unspoken cry 

Of bitter pain, when my own heart is wrung. 
Then we two meet upon a common land 

And henceforth stand together, hand in hand. 

—Ellen Palmer Alierton. 
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Jli easttr Prayer. 

Oh, wotild that from aJl hniaa.ii lips 

The stone would roll away, 
And bniied love and tenderness 

Spring- forth like heavenly spray, 
Pure as that radiant lilied love. 

Of sacrifices bom, 
That soothes with balm of holy calm 

Onr souls this Easter morn. 

Angels are bearing tender peace 

Throug-h tearful clouds of time; 
Above the fires of earth's desires 

They soar unscorched, sublime. 
Now stooping-, cleanse our bruised hearts 

From stains of passion's thorn; 
And hopes louf dead, through doubt and dread, 

Arise this Easter morn. 

Oh, could I roll away the stone 

Of earth's unrest and care. 
And o'er each heart-string- strike a chord 

Sweet as a child's first prayer; 
Love's tenderest dreams and sweetest streams 

Would be life's only prison. 
And happy sighs would reach the skies 

From old and new love risen. 



oiNi ttit emarn ao t« sictv. 

When the children go to sleep. 
Then the longed-for hour haa come. 
As I told tbain once to-day. 
When they blew their bttbble foam 
Over all my treasured books, 
And I drove them from the room; 
Saying, "How the minutes creep. 
Till the children go to sleep." 

When the children go to sleep. 
Then I gather up the toys. 
Half regretfully remembering, 
How I hushed their playful noise. 
And, now, why do I linger 
O'er the soiled and broken heap? 
Can it be that I am lonely 
When the children go to sleep? 

When the children go to sleep, 
I must take another look. 
Just to see if they are covered; 
Then I throw aside my book 
And linger round my darlings. 
Till at last I kneel and weep, 
Tears repentant for my harshness. 
When the children go to sleep. 

And I kiss with love and sorrow, 
A brown and chubby hand 
That I chastised this morning 
Just to make her understand 
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That she must not pult th« flowers. 
And she sobbed "Dust one to teep,"— 
Ah, love! where stayed you hiding 
Till the children went to sleep. 

Should the children never waken, 
Ah, Lord, I never thought. 
How I grrudgcd the time to thank you 
For the blessing-s they have wrought. 
We bring our tears and sorrows 
For you to take and keep. 
And never think we're selfish 
Till the children go to sleep. 
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I know not wa.s it lark or linnet. 
But something', with sweet music in it 
Sang' to laj heart the live-long day, 
And glad was I as child at play. 
When you smiled. 

I do not know at just what hour 
The frost-king breathed on every flower. 
It must have always been this way. 
And, yet, 'twas only yesterday 
That yon frowned. 
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A Btorjr jrou want, little [la.rliiig? 

I thought I had told yon them all. 
How would ;ou like a love story. 

Without a. man in it at all? 
Well, nestle close up to my bosom, 

And, I'll whisper it soft in your ear; 
I know she would rather I'd tell it 

So none but the angels can hear. 
It's all about Margaret, dearie. 

I knew you would smile, for you know 
You told me how dearly you loved her. 

That she was your "beateat beau;" 
Oh, she has the lovers in plenty. 

The orphan, the aged, and the lame; 
Their smiles and their prayers as she passes, 

Are worth a, whole lifetime of fame. 
And many a wavering sister. 

From whom all life's pleasures have fled. 
Has been soothed into peacefully trusting, 

By the teuder words Margaret has said; 
And children, like my little girlie, 

Wonder and question so wise. 
If they searched through the gardens of heaven 

For the violets to make her sweet eyes. 
And I know that to-night, if the angels 

Should carry to her what we say, 
She'll waken to-morrow all smiling. 

And many a time through the day. 
Her heart will be tuned to sweet music, 

And this is the song she will give: 
"Don't save your flowers for to-morrow — 

Scatter them now while you live 1" 
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No, dciir, it isn't worth it. 

You may, perchance, wih fame, which means unrest. 

Ayl you may try your noblest and your beat. 

But what avails it. 

If yon to-night should gfo to that dark bourne 

From which no traveler ever can return. 

And there were no loved hand to clasp your own, 

No voice to whisper in its tenderest tone, 

"How can I live without thee?" 

No, dear, it isn't worth it. 

Friends may be true, but home love is the best; 

Then save your sweetest for the dear home neat. 

And as you journey down, 

Ang'els will change your life's cross for a crown. 

And some loved voice will whisper through sad tears, 

"Ah! in the lonely, lonely coming years 

How can I live without thee?" 

No, dear, it isn't worth it. 

It never soothes a pang or dries a tear; 

And sometimes when my heart grows weary here, 

I wonder, should I be called home to-night. 

What loving tongue would say, "she meant aright?" 

Ahl fame would fly, but love would whisper low, 

"How can 1 live without thee?" 
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Here it comes smiling-ly, chasing the storm clouds 
And bringing' the earth its new mantle of green; 

Smiling through sunshine that God has been saving 
To brighten the world for the month of our Queen. 

Tbe birds sa,ng one da.j to awaken the roses, 
And they bloomed! Oht such sweetness there never was 

And the sun filled our hearts with a. radiance so boljl 
A soft April radiance, a silvery sheen. 

Let me tell you the secret. The snn and the roses. 
Told the song birds to fly to the frost king unseen 

And ask bim to stay just a little while longer. 
While they saved their sweets for tbe month of our Queen. 

Oh, birds sing your loudest and flowers bloom your sweetest. 
Spread out all that's fairest on earth to be seen. 

For Mary's dear eyes will look down from the skies. 
Our Mother, our treasure, our heart's dearest Queen. 

And oh, when she looks in the hearts of her children, 
Poor frail human hearts — but she knows them, I ween — 

She will see the fond love and the heartfelt devotion. 
That we bear for our Mother, our heart's fairest Queen. 



1i Oib Torgtttiiig? 

If this is to forget: to see thy face 

Before me, with me, always, every place. 

To listen to the music of thy voice 

Jnst as of old, and, longing to rejoice, 

To hunger for the (^oming' of thy feet, 

B'eti though our parting seemed so sweet, so sweet; 

If this is to forget; to ask a share 

Far greater than my own of God's dear care 

For thy lone life; 

To love you, guard you, give you all you need; 

If this is to forget, then I forget indeed. 
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Out in the sunBhine — Oh, hark to their prattle, 

Do they ever, 1 wonder, grow tired of their play? 
Dear little girls, bow their tiny tong-uea rattle, 

Tireless the leng'th of the long summer day. 
Now they are ladies in palaces stately, 

Ererything round tbem that mind can conceive; 
Chairs for their aervante who walk round sedately. 

All is so easy whilst makinff believe. 

Up in the trees they can hear the birds singing. 

"WTiat a beautiful band!" to each other they say. 
Then they take hold of hands and go around swinging, 

"Let us just make believe it is dolly's birthday." 
While all by herself sits a sweet little mother 

Whose baby is sick, and sbe wants all to grieve; 
Dollies are reading aloud to each other, 

All is so easy while making believe. 

While I sit apart from them watching so sadly. 

And wondering what in the future unseen 
Is held for my darlings, whose hearts beat so gladly, 

With never a shadow on life's golden sheen. 
Could Ikeep themas now, with their young hearts untaint 

Away from the world where they'll learn to deceive; 
Ah, no! my heart answers, for even the sainted 

Must some time or other be making believe. 



Sometime thej must smile when their hearts are nig'h 
breakinif, 

Aye, even laugh loudlj to keep back the tears. 
When memories arise of their glad, happy childhood. 

And they sigh for one day of those long vanished years. 
They will mix with the world, and its wisdom will teach 
them 

If they would be welcomed they never must grieve. 
And so they laugh on, while the crowd never guesses 

How much of their gladness is making believe. 

And I know that some day those birds will be singing 
While my darlings away from their home-nest have 

Perhaps some to God their best years will be bringing. 
And some will have built a wee nest of their own. 

And laughing or crying, or singing or sighing, 
A mother is waiting her birds to receive. 

And back to the neat, their dear heads on her breast. 
Thank God! There's no reason for making believe. 
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I found a heart's echo, 
A grUdsome heart's echo, 
With notes full of joy 
How it answered each throb. 
I lost a. heart's echo, 
A faithless heart's echo, 
'Twas silenced and hushed 
By a tear-laden sob. 
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The day she died, her bird saagp oh! so g-ladly! 

The vines that she had trained bloomed sweet and fair, 
And met the aunshiae at her chamber- window. 

Where I sat heart-sick, wondering- how they dare. 
And strangers knelt around her casket, weeping. 

Who never g-ave a smile or loving- word. 
Until God took hes to His own safe- beeping-. 

While I watched all, with angry feeling's stirred. 
And then they brought roe, oh, such wealth of flowers! 

Fragrant and fresh, to place upon her breast. 
Too late. I thought of all the lonely hours 

When she lay there, too ill to even rest. 
And when a rose or even a wayside daisy 

Would bring o'er her dear face the sweetest smile. 
And she would say, " 'Tis sweet to be remembered!" 

Crushing the flowers with kisses all the while. 
And so I opened wide the chamber-window. 

And threw the flowers out on the busy street, 
But tarried for a moment wlien 1 heard 

The sound of children's voices loud and sweet, 
And soon I saw a pretty blue-eyed toddler 

Wearing a wreath upon her curly head, 
And Ohi thought 1, if they can give such pleasure 

Why do we save them for the silent dead? 

Long years have passed; and now I know the reason 

The bird she tended with such loving care. 
Sang loud and sweet, the day she died and left us; 

And why all nature seemed so bright and fair. 
They heard the echoes of the joy in heaven, 

And knew that she had found sweet peace and rest. 
And pitied us 'mid all our tears and sorrow. 

While she was nestling on her Saviour's breast. 
12 




D«coratl»n Day. 

"Sweelis fond love, but funeral fiataei must kiss 
The breasts which pillow and the lips which cling; 
Gallant is warlike Might, but vultures pick 

The joints of chief and king. — The Light of Asia, 

LookiDg down at the g^rave to-day, 

Tenderly strewing the flowers of Maj, 

How selfish and cruel and cold it seems, 

With its buried hopes and its buried dreams, 

Hidinff the noble heart and mind 

That might have lived to bless its kind; 

Hiding: the buds of love so lare 

That might have bloomed to blossoms fair; 

Stilling the music forever and aye 

Of the brave joung soldier that marched away. 

Singing to hide the falling tear. 

And whispering, "Mother, I'll come back, dear;" 

Or the husband, kissing his fair young wife. 

Saying hopefully, "Honor's dearer than life;'' 

And she tried to think so. and bravely smiled, 

And said not a word of her unborn child. 

Or the blissful hopes that were turned to pain. 

But faintly murmured, "We'll meet again." 

We strew flowers o'er his grave to-day. 
While her'a lies lonely, far away. 
He died for honor — a noble part — 
She pined away with a broken heart. 
Death pitied the babe bj no love caressed. 
And hushed it to sleep on its mother's breast. 
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But the soldier was called and was proud to obey; 

So liberty bells ring tond to-daj. 

Strange we should measure our love by flowers 

When freedom's beauty, which gave life arts. 
And all you can cull from this land of ours 

Was bought by the blood of the HOldiers' hearts. 
Rather over each honored mound 

Place olive, the symbol of holy peace. 
And ask for only one heartfelt prayer 

From all who pass, that wars may cease. 
Give flowers to hungry hearts that live 

And words of love to longing ears; 
' We make our memories as we go. 

To bless or curse our future years. 



m Stamttan't toMt. 

I stood beside that honored grave 
And watched the sun in crimson wave 
Sink slowly down behind the hills 
In laugh inir, loving dimpling rills, 
In sunn J Sngland. 

Oh, stately hills and aznre skies, 
A garden feast for poets' eyes, 
A loving place for poets' rest. 
With scent of primrose on thy breast, 
In flower-decked England. 

I waited for the stars to gleam. 

Then prayed a prayer and dreamt a dream 

Of whispered love and angels' wings 

And tender, holy, heavenly things. 

In dear old England. 



tiKM Art my J(w«l<. 

"These are my Jewels," the Mother said, 

Aa she looked in her babj's ejes; 
The sapphire's hue, and the violet's blue, 

And the lig'ht from the cloudless skies. 
Set in a face so roguishly sweet, 

With dimples and smiles everywhere. 
And all in a framework of sunny gold 

That shines through the baby's hair, 
"These are my Jewels," the pastor said. 

As he prayed with the kneeling throng; 
"Fain would I keep them pure and bright. 

But the way is so dark and long. 
Help me, O God, to bear the cross 

Which I asked for and you have given; 
And I will lead them safely home 

To shine in your crown in heaven." 
"These are my Jewels," Columbia said, 

When into the midst of the strife 
She sent her bravest sons one day, 

For freedom was dearer than life. 
There was never a thought of race or creed, 

Or of any distinction then. 
But shoulder to shoulder, and heart to heart. 

They fought and they died like men. 
And, "These are my Jewels," again she said, 

When ragged and bruised and sore. 
The gallant few came limping back; 

But the tattered flags they bore 
Were waving aloft in freedom's air. 

And swaying in heaven's own breeze, 
And though they were carried by uncrowned king^ 

There were never such Jewels as these. 
16 
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While you're waiting for the sun, 

Long-ing, hoping, dearest one, 
Will a. whisper from a heart — 
Tme as God's blue sky above yon — 

Make thy long' days seem less weary. 

And thj loneliness less dreary, 
If I tell you, suffering Ireland, 
Once again how much I love you. 

Prayerful as a mother's love. 
Asking graces from above. 

Every glance she gives her darlings 

An unspoken prayer to heaven; , 

So, I pray thee, patience longer — 
We are growing braver, stronger. 

Wait. The world will soon demand 

That all you ask be given. 

As a lonely, exiled heart. 

From its kindred far apart. 
Turns with grateful love and longing 
To the heart that's warm and clinging; 

So I'd waft across the seas, 

Breeies fragrant with heartsease, 
Like church bells to a weary soul 
Sweet peals of promise ringing. 
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As a lover whispers low, 

And eyes sweet and tender glow. 

While he thinks he tells the story old 

As lips have told it never; 
So the exile and the mother. 
Patriot pure and tender lover, 

Sends this messag-e, "E^ove Undying-, 

Eria, dear, ia yours for ever." 

As the ivy closer clings. 
And the bird its love song- sings. 
All the sweeter round the ruins 
That are crambling- and decaying, 
So the shamrock will blow fairer. 
And the hawthorn scent be rarer. 
For the breeze of hope we waft you 
And the exiles' ceaseless praying. 
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Itiaratitiiat. 

Have you not lived it? 
One of those days, those dreary hopeless days. 
When, looking- back, all seemed so profitless; 
Deeds that wece kindly meant all, all in vain, 
Tender love lavished for regretful pain. 
Songs sweet and tender frozen in the heart; 
Even nature's beauty could not jo; impajrt. 

But after all. 
Why do we care for sorrow, pain or loss, 
Did He not tell ns to take up our cross 
And follow Him? He did not say, "We'll go 
Through flower strewn paths," but led and led — and lo! 
Some followed all the way. These were the strong, 
Who whispered at each step, 'Twill not be long. 
But some were weak, and craved for human love, 
And He looked back and pitied them, and strove 
To Btreng^then them, whispering "Do not crave 
Man's sympathy, poor restless soul. I gave. 
For you aod all, my warm heart's blood, and now 
You never come to me with hope or joy. 
But always, always sorrow." 
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Ahl yoa heard Death's angel calling 
While the autumn leaves were falling, 
And the winter's chill was creeping 

Over earth and sky and sea. 
He CELo soothe the children's sobbing, 
As He stilled your warm heart's throbbing, 
Aud attuned your soul's sweet music 

To the choir where angels be. 
You will never hear us weeping, 
O'er the grave where you are sleeping. 
So peacefully unconscious 

Of hearts by sorrow riven; 
For a soft, Bweet voice atiove you 
Whispered: Leave them while they love you. 
Earth's joys are vain and fleeting. 

Save your sweetest joys for heaven. 
Oh, loving, longing poet's heart. 

So restless, yet so clinging. 
When sorrow nestles at thy core. 

Then sweetest is thy singing; 
And human love may build a shrine. 

But cannot bar out sorrow. 
As mercy sweetens passion flowers 

And hope awakes to-morrow. 
God bless you for the singing 
Of the songs that now are ringing 
In our children's ears — that teach them 

To be tender, true and brave. 
And at daylight's close we'll linger, 
And guide each baby finger 
To twine a wreath of laurel 

For our kingly poet's grave. 
20 
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I wonder, as I gaze upon your face. 

Your pictured face, ao sad, yet sweet and fair, 
What makes me dream? A vapor from the heart 

Arose and left its tear-dimmed shadow there — 
Arose and veiled the joys of love and life. 
Failed to lull conscience — but, oh, weary strife! 
Or could it be some aweet, alluring tune 
Was wafted o'er your tender heart too soon? 
I know not; but 1 know a shadow lies 
And dims the pensive beauty of those eyes 
Aa tho' you slept and dreamed of Junetime fair. 
When love filled all the world with fragrance rare; 
And when awakening found — but what is thia? 
Tears falling on the picture that I kiss. 



Jlii«ncc. 

Dearest, I see you yet, smiling: throug-h pain, 
And hear you whisper; "Till we meet again. 
Think of me oJteo, dear, and breathe a prayer. 
And God be with yon, always, everywhere." 

Think of yon often? Oh, if you but knew! 
My inmost, wannest heart-throbs are for you. 
The prayers unspoken and the tears unshed 
God knows, and pours His blessing on your head. 

And when I seem most lonely I am glad, 
Watching your loved face, so sweet and sad; 
Kissing away in dreams the lines of care, 
And sheltering from the snow your nut-brown hair. 

And, here's my answer to your sweet request 

That I would tell you which I love the best 

Of all the lands. Why, dear, I hurry throng-h 

Lingering only in Dreamland with you; 

Of all these lands which travelers deem so fair. 

Dreamland, dear heart, because I meet you there. 
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my SwMtbtan. 

Trees, why murmur at the cold? 
'Twill bat tarn your leaves to gold. 
Cease your rustling'; not a sound 
Most be heard for miles around 
While I tell you how I found 
My little Sweetheart. 

Birdies, linger here awhile; 
Oft, in travelling many a mile 
To the land of sun and flowers, 
Yon will rest perhaps for hours 
While you tell your pretty mates 
And your songs will reach Heaven's gates. 
For jiiy Sweetheart, 

Of her eyes — ah. angels knew 
Skies would not be always bine. 

So they caught the sweetest glint 
Of the holiest, heavenly tint; 
Well they knew men's thoughts must rise 
When they gaze into the eyes 
Of my Sweetheart. 

Of her lips — ah, nature sighed, 
Roses bloomed, alas, and died; 
But when earth is cold and drear 
They must be remembered here. 
So, for roses rarest glow. 
And a kiss as pure as anow, 
I've my Sweetheart. 
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Now yon want to know her name. 
Well, when with these gifts she came. 
Fair enough was she, I ween. 
To be named for Heaven's own queen. 
Graces rich and blessings rare. 
Mother, pour in goodly share 
On my Sweetheart. 

Does she love me? Well, as yet 
Her affections are not set. 
But I hope to have a share, 
Some day, of her love and prayer. 
Oh, her age— have I not told? 
Why, ahe'B nearly four months old, 
My bonnie Sweetheart. 
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OIlMt IS It Jill? 

What ia it all when all is told, 
This ceaseless toiling for fame or gold. 
The Qeeting' joys or bitter tears] 
We are only here for a few short years. 
Nothing- our own but the silent past; 
Loving' or hating', nothing can last. 
Bach pathway leads to the silent fold, 
Ob! What is it all when all is toldl 

What is it all! A grassy mound 

Where day or night there is never a sound 

Save the soft low moan of the passing breeze 

As it lovingly rustles the silent trees. 

Or a thoughtful friend, with whispered prayer. 

May sometimes breaJc the stillness there, 

Then hurry away from the gloom and cold. 

Oh! What is it all when all is told ! 

What is it all '. — Just passing through — 
A cross for me and a cross for yon. 
Ours seem heavy while others are light. 
But God in the end maketh all things right. 
He "tempers the wind" with such loving care, 
Knowing the burden that each can bear. 
Then changes life's gray into heavenly gold. 
Ah! That is all when all is told. 



flower* for tkt Esiled $«Mler. 

Will you write a few lines for me, de&rie 7 

My eyes are growing dim. 
And I want to send some flowers across 

For the grave of my soldier, Tim, 
They tell me that every summer 

They place on it flowers grand. 
And they never forg-et the heroes 

Who died for that glorious land. 

Here are the flowers, acushla, — 

Not one that is rich or rare, 
But tell them In the letter 

To scatter tbem here and there; 
For well be loved his comrades. 

And often wrote to me 
That Heaven could be no fairer 

Than that country over the sea. 

When the bitter war broke out, dear, 

We were just about to be wed; 
My Tim was coming after me. 

But here's what his letter said: 
"The Union is in danger, love. 

And I am g^ing to fight 
For the land that asks not race or creed 

So long as a man does right. 



"I meant to come over this summer, 

And make you my own fair bride, 
But the stars and stripes are threatened. 

And, darling;, what e'er betide, 
I'll be trae to the land that has welcomed 

Our kindred for years and years, 
And opened ber heart to the exile 

Who left old Ireland in tears." 

So tell them, agra, in the letter. 

When they stand o'er each soldier's grave. 
With the music like echoes from heaven. 

And the veterans, aged but brave. 
That we pray with our heart's deep devotion. 

For the land of the brave and the free. 
Sure, my own heart went with Tim, dear. 

And never came back to me. 



Ow juliiUHai. 

"HU life was gentle. 
And the elements so mixed in him 
That nature tnight stand up 
And say to all the world. 
This is a man. 

If my tongue could only utter 

The words mj heart would saj. 
If I only liad the shadow 

Of your gifted mind to^ay, 
I would Bpeak and all would listen. 

As they listen to your voice. 
And the echoes would reach Heaven, 

And the ang-ets would rejoice, 

I would tell the world bow nobly 

Yon gave your gifted youth. 
E'en to your noble maataood. 

For faith and love and truth; 
Ay, I would even challenge, 

For he who dare or can, 
To show us how much nobler 

Our God could make a man. 

But I cannot, and I dare not; 

I can only kneel and pray 
For God to keep you steadfast 

Through all life's weary way; 
Oh, many a prayer from many a heart 

To God's throne will ascend, 
That He may spare you over us, 

Our father and our friend. 

—Ai^lt}, 169}. 



" There is a peace which cometh after sorrow. 
Of hope surrendered, not of hope fulfilled." 

Once there was a tiny boat, 

Launched out upon life's sea, 
Two loving hearts were all she took 

Her passengers to be. 
And gently, sweetly, danced the waves. 

And lovingly the breesie 
Touched lips and eyes with tenderness 

And fragrance of heartsease. 

And, oh! the moon looked siaiUiig down. 

As watching from the sky; 
But when she heard the happy song 

Of love that could not die. 
She whispered softly to the stars, 

"Oh, life's illusive joysl" 
And then she sadly veiled her face. 

And darkened were the skies. 

But still the little boat sped on. 

Though stormy grew the sea. 
And many a rift, and many a cloud, 

And many a rock met she. 
The spring and summer-time had passed, 

The hearts had heavy grown. 
With bitter blight of memory 

And joys forever flown. 
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When, lo! Mpon the air is heard 

Glad tuDsic, sweet and deep. 
The happj, holy Chriatmaa bells, 

To waken love from sleep. 
And once ag'ain the moon looks down. 

Nor veiled nor sad is she. 
The peace of God has calmed the warea, 

Love reig'ns triumphantly. 
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Row tU( $v«m St. Patrick'i Day. 

"Tell you a. etory, dearest? Are you tired of fan and play? 
And I promised, you say, to tell you how we spent St. 

Patrick's day 
Far away in dear old Ireland, where -the skies are ever 

blue. 
Where 1 spent my happy childhood, played and listened, juat 

like you. 
To the stories o* the fairies and the dreams of unfound 

gold. 
And wondered, like you, also, if I ever would grow old. 
But there! I am forgetting- what I started out to say. 
*Twas to tell my little sweetheart how we spent St. 

Patrick's day. 

"In the morning bright and early when the dew was on the 

grass 
And the mist still veiled the mountains, we would go to 

holy Mass; 
Hunting for a four-leaved shamrock, as we sped the fields 

While a sweet 'God save yon kindly' greeted all the happy 

throng. 
Then the day was spent in frolic. Oh, the games we used to 

playl 
Tell you of them? Oh, so many, dearie, it would take all 

'London Bridge' and 'Sally Waters,' 'Hear the Robbers 

Passing By,' 
And 'We came to See Poor Jennie Jones, How Did She 

Die?' 

31 



"Then the music in the evening' round the dear old heaj^h- 

Sweetest songs from bappy voicea echoed through the clear 

spring night. 
Now we'd clamor for a legend of the knights and dames of 

old. 
Or O'Connell's charming- stories, with wit of sparkling 

gold. 
Then the boys and girls came troopiaf; in to start the 

merry dance 
And we little ones would go to bed, tired out with fun and 

Then just the same as you do, we'd kiss good-night and 

pray; 
And now you know, my darling, how we spent St. Patrick's 

Day. 

And where are all the playmates now? Ah, God alone can 

tell. 
Scattered the wide world over; no matter, He loves them 

well. 
The dearest I knew grew weary and hid her smiling face. 
So full of dimpled sweetness, and her form of gentle grace 
'Neath the shamrocks and the daisies, away from life's 

While her spotless soul is nestling on our Father's loving 

Don't mind the tear, my darling, my thoughts were far 

And I only meant to tell you how we spent St. Patrick's 
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(Qlty 6M ealUd Rtr. 

Whj did God tajce her? Dear, I cannot tell, 
I onlj know "He doeth all things well." 
Perhaps, in looking' through the future years. 
His loving eyea saw gathering clouds and tears. 
And so He rang the sweet, sweet Angelus bell. 
And called her home. 

Was she not happy here? Ahl child, each hour 
Of her brief stay was tended like a flower; 
Wild Rose, I often called her, and stie'd smile. 
So sweet was she. God sent her for a wbile, 
And when we loved her moat, the sweet bells rang- 
And called her home. 

Why do I weep? Because I'm selfish, dear. 
There is so little sweet affection here. 
And if God's messenger should come for you 
How could I bear it, dear? What would I do? 
He g'ives us strength to lose what most we prize 
And hides the future from our human eyes. 
What bounteous love in store, tongue cannot tell. 
He knew; and rang the sweet, sweet Angelus bell. 
And called her home. 



' 
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There is not of the da,; one singfle minute 
That has a fraction of a second in it 
To waste on bitter words or envions feeling. 
The weakness of poor human hearts revealing. 
Will yonder trees which glow in crimson beauty. 
Then droop and die — not teach to us our duty? 
To-day we stand, "ail desperandum" crying, 
To-morrow cold in death we may t>e lying. 
Then help ns, Lord, that we may think and say 
Nothing but loving thoughts and words to-day. 



t» eol. J»m» KillMiintt. 

-eqncBC of oae wbOBe heart n-a,s filled vitb gratltnde U 
noble kindness In affliction. 

One hundred pages, pure and white, 
One hundred days from morn till ni^ht. 
And then thj loving' helpful deeds, 
And then thy broadly scattered seeds, 
And then thy g'odlike brother love. 
Would not be half recorded. 

The seeds bear fruit is many a heart; 
But in the world's great bustling mart 
You cannot hear the grateful sig-hs 
That prayerfully to heaven rise 
That all the sunshine of the skies 

May reach thy great heart first. 

If loving thoughts would grow to fiowers 
You'd live your life in fairest tiowcrs. 
Their fragrance never would depart; 
For 'round the tendrils of each heart 
Whom you have shown the better part, 
They'd climb and reach the skies. 
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I thoug'lit until my heart and mind grew weary. 
And all my world was lone and dark and dreary; 
Because I knew that words were cold and vain 
To save my darling even a moment's pain. 

What could I do? 
I thought of all the times her eyes bad given 
Glances of love as true and pure as Heaven, 
Whilst I would whisper to my heart, "Be still 1" 
The aftermath is loneliness and ill. 

What could I do7 
I might have told her when she went away 
How life for me was changed from gold to gray, 
But, ah! I knew the grief my love once brought 
Because it went unworthy and unsought. 

What could I do? 

I knelt before God's altar and I said, 
"Father, I nothing am without thy aid. 
You gave to us the power of loving so, 
Then why does human love bring only woe? 

What can we do?" 
He whispered softly, "I was crucified; 
I loved humanity, and so I died. 
Poor human heart, I gave to thee thy cross, 
If yon gained now 'twould be your future loss. 

What can you do? 
"Some day I'll give you sweetest peace and rest, 
And her dear head will nestle on yonr breast; 
And you shall kiss the pain from those loved eyea, 
While she awakes with happy, glad surprise. 

This will I do." 
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t« "Wt tDim*" 

Sweet little volume, when first you ca,me, 

In white a.tid g'old, and I read your name, 

I thoufcht jou were meant but far sunny hours. 

To be soon forgotten like April showers; 

And so I entered your sweet domain 

Aud read, and wondered, then read again; 

For I wanted to g-ather, like roses in June, 

The flowers of thought o'er the pages strewn. 

And place them forever in memory's care 

Away from the world's unloving glare. 

When conscience whispered: "Oh, selfish heart, 

These thoughts from heaven are now a part 

Of the joys that come in our mortal life. 

Subduing our souls in their restless strife." 

So I whispered the muse: "Oh, fair and sweet— 
The rarest flowers I will strew at your feet. 
And sweet love-knots I will tie in your hair. 
Till you'll ask in your wonder, "Is earth so fair?" 
If. through all the year — whether early spring. 
When of nature's beauties the birds will sing, 
Or the ripened summer, when Sol's bright rays 
Gives age the warmth of youth's glad days. 
Or the golden autumn, when living fire 
Tints the dying trees with their hearts' desire, 
And still when the winter's pure white snow 
Like a winding sheet folds the earth below, 
When Christmas joys make glad each heart. 
And in God's bright natal the world takes part — 
I will ring you tbe sweetest, holiest chimes 
If you'll stay with the writer of "Idle Rhymes." 
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m tN Bar of Jiagaein. 

Tbe Bun was setting' in the distant west; 
The stars had come to watch the angels' rest; 
St. Peter still stood waiting at the ga-te. 
No one soul entered and the hour was late; 
Wben, lo! be heard a knock, and standing there 
A woman was, with face so full of care; 
Timid and mild she said, "May I come in? 
I was too g-ood for that dark world of sin." 
"What did you, friend, that you may enter here?" 
"I, bj my fasts and penances severe. 
Stood high above my neighbors, and I walked 
Always in wisdom's ways, nor turned aside 
Frora duty's path, whatever might betide." 
"Ah!" said tbe saint, "I have yonr record here; 
Tis blotted o'er with many a scalding tear 
Shed by the victims of your wicked tongue. 
Whose names you dragged down in the duet among. 
Your prayers, your fasts, good deeds, were all in vait 
Depart, depart, and come not here again!" 
The saint was now about to turn and go. 
When at the gate he heard a violent blow; 
He looked amazed, and now a maiden fair. 
With Qorid face and bold, defiant air. 
Was rushing past him, straight up to tbe throne 
With braggart mien as if 'twere all her own. 
"Why came you here?" the saint in wonder said. 
As to the gate the way he gently led, 
"Why am I here? Why is not this the goal 
Where faultless beings rest their weary soul?" 
"Yes," said St. Peter, "but the perfect few 
Stand timidly aside, while such as you, 
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Being madly blinded with self-love and pride. 
Forget that here all masks are thrown aside. 
On this blank page your name at birth was written. 
And only once your heart was ever smitten 
With pitying love; then only for day, 
For soon again earth's pride held deeper sway. 
Go, and in purgatory's cleansing fires 
Humility will drown all earth's desires." 
The Master from the throne was watching all. 
And soon there came a figure, gaunt and tall; 
He stood as if in doubt, and looked around. 
Seeming afraid to tread such sacred ground. 
The saint walked towards him and saw kindly grace 
And sweetness mingled in his gentle face. 
"Is this the heavenly gate?" the stranger said, 
"Where sinful souls by God's own grace are led?" 
"It is," the saint replied, "and this the book 
Wherein is marked each thought and word and look; 
All that from curious human eyes you hide 
Within these leaves forever will abide." 
The stranger bowed and sadly walked away. 
"StopI" said St. Peter, "What have you to say?" 
"Nothing, good saint, nothing of good to show, 
Altho' my life was long on earth below." 
"Here," said the saint, "beneath your name I find 
Not deeds of glory, but so wondrous kind. 
The angels marked beneath them tines of gold. 
And God will pay you back a hundred fold. 
The peace you bore to many an aching heart. 
Bidding all bitterness and grief depart. 
And when you prayed 'twas not for men to see. 
But offered up your soul so fervently 
That God has claimed you for His very own — 
Enter! here is thy place, close to the throne!" 
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That was not Love, that poor, weak flame that died; 
It was a taper that lit passion's pride 
Which kindled into selfish earthly flame, 
And dared to desecrate love's holy name. 
Love sheds a radiance o'er the human heart 
Which must to others of its joj impart. 
Sweet Charity its vital part must be. 
While Faith, resplendent in its ecstacT> 
Whispers to Hope, who, pointing' to the sky. 
Says, 'God is Love;" ohl how then could Love die? 



Jin Eatttr $«iig. 

IN MBUOSV OF UINSIE. 

Ag-ain 'tis happ; Easter tide, 

The time of holy peace, 
When heaven-sent blessings reach each heart, 

And bid all sorrows cease; 
The time of grace when e-vcrj soul, 

Leaving its sin-barred prison. 
Can help to swell the glad refrain: 

Our Lord, oar God has risen. 

And alt the earth is eprinhled 

With sprays of heavenly love. 
And buds of hope burst forth once more 

Through sunshine from above; 
And some who have been long estranged. 

Have sought the better way. 
For mercy showers from God's own bowers 

This gladsome Eaatcr day. 

And oh, the sun will shine, I know, 

On a lily covered grave, 
Where sleeps the fairest, pnrest one 

That God e'er took or gave; 
The angels came to meet her. 

And she smiled and went away 
To join in Heaven's grand chorus. 

This happy Easter day. 



H $«« t««. 

Shure you might aa well be shtill, 
For I'll ocvcr say "I will," 

And you needn't say I thrated yon so scornin'; 
I but axed you plain and civil, 
(And you answered, "Ob, the divil!") 

"Do you laugb tiefore your breakfast in the morn 

Oh, it's aisy to tx ga.j. 

When the world goes just your way. 

And every flower just blooma for your adornin'; 
But I'm looking for a b'y 
Who can sing to bide a sigh. 

And laugh before bis breakfast in the momin*. 

Well, that's tny own affair; 
Shure, avick, you needn't care — 

If I'm left. But I give you timely warnin' 
Before you take a wife. 
To make or mar your life, 

Just ax her if she's pleasant in 
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RiWK Piiy. 

November niada echo some poor aoul's crying: 
Have pity, friends, you pitied me when dying; 
You kissed my lips and whispered through your tears, 
"Horf can we live through all the coming years?" 
And then, my bead upon a loving breast, 
My weary heart was lullabied to rest. 

Have pity, friends. Oh, how I look with longing 
At happy souls who day by day are thronging 
To meet our Saviour; ain and suffering passed, 
And peace and reat and love are theirs at last. 
Oh, will you not have pity, friends, on me? 
Or must I suffer through eternity? 

The winds have ceased, I could not have been dreaming; 
The stars, heaven's light on earth, are brightly beaming; 
So brightly that I know another soul 
Through sinners' prayers has reached its heavenly goal. 



Jl Dew VMr'» OHik. 

What can I wish for yon, dear, to-morrow, 
The first bright dawning of theglad New Year? 
OhI if through all thy dajB some bitter sorrow 
Should dim your eyes with one regretful tear. 
May God be with yon. 

May God be with you! Could a sweeter blessing 
E'er fall from mortal lips on mortal ear? 
The weakness of poor human love confessing, 
The knowledge of His love so strong and dear- 
May God be with you. 

May God be with you, waking, sleeping, dreaming. 
To guard and guide you on life's stormy way. 
Old joy^, old pains are gone, but brightly beaming, 
God and His glad Kew Year prompts me to say, 
May God be with you. 

Oh, may He guide and bless and keep ns ever. 
He, Who alone can battle with our foes. 
Whoever fails us. He will fail ns never. 
And all our needs. He in His wisdom knows; 
May God be with you! 
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SUGGBSTKD BY A PICTIFHK OF UTTW MAC. 

What are joa dreaming of, little darling-, 

Fairest and sweetest of baby boys? 
Where are your tender fancies straying. 

Through budding flowerland of coining joys7 

Dreaming of paths in the rosy future. 
Of cool, green hills jou are longing to climb? 

Ob, dream your dreams and follow your fancies; 
The struggling and climbing will come some time. 

God will watcb over thee, baby darling, 
In thine he has shown us an angel's face, 

Too fair to be pencilled with care or sorrow. 
Dream on, as we feast oa thy pictured grace. 
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I could not take that pathway, dear, 

Tbougfb it were paved with sunny goUl, 
Aad deafening sounds of others' praise. 

Should fill my life with fame untold. 
The g^leam and g'litter, empty show, 

I weighed it all, dear heart so true; 
I could not take that pathway dear. 

Because it leads away from you. 

The flowers they'd stew would make me think 

Of one wild flower that bloomed for me; 
The music add another link 

To memory's holy thoughts of thee. 
What conld earth g-ive, to recompense 

For thy heart's love, so deep and true; 
I could not take that pathway, dear. 

Because it leads away from you. 

Some day, I may regret that God 

Sach fearful power of loving gave. 
But I would rather embers watch 

Of love like this, stand by its grave — 
Than school my heart to mean pretense. 

Nay, tell me not that heaven is true, 
If to its portals I must take 

The path that leads away from you. 
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I bear people talking of women adTancing', 
With voting and Bpeecbing and foolisbly prancinff. 
I care not at all for this tangle and twirl 
Because I'm in love with an old fashioned girl. 

This old fashioned girl writes volumes so clever, 
And could, like the brook, go on 'cycling forever. 
She cooks and she dances, and all in a twirl 
She keeps my poor heart, this dear old fashioned girl. 

She goes to the opera, she goes to the races. 
She talks like a book about all foreign places; 
And search the world over, there is not a pearl 
As pure as the heart of mj old fashioned girl. 

Her face is a picture of sweet tender beaut}r; 

Her life is devoted to holiest duty; 

And never did soldier a banner nnfnrl, 

More true to his trust than this old fashioned girl. 

The shade of her eyes make the violets seem dying; 
The sound of her voice makes music seem sighing; 
The play of her dimples, the soft clinging curl, 
Ah, who would help loving this old fashioned girl. 

When the birds go to sleep and the stars awake blinking, 
I think, but I cannot tell half what I'm thinking, 
'Twizt hoping and praying, mj brain's in a whirl, 
God watch o'er my baby my old fashioned girl. 
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Could I see into your heart to-nigbt, 

Down to its inmOBt core. 
And know that it still would throb for me 

When Bunny days are o'er; 
Or will it grow cold aa I grow old, 

Aa beauty and grace depart? 
Think, I entreat, before you repeat 

Faithful "til death do ua part. 

Tbink ere your promise; 'tis Junetime now. 

The g'lad, sweet time of love, 
When never a tear seems falling here 

Save dewdrops from above. 
Yon smile, I know, at my foolisb fears 

And promise to kiss away tbe tears. 
But shadows and sorrows will come, sweetheart, 

Tben will you be fattbful 'til death do us part? 



These were the words you whispered, dear. 

In tbe long years ago, 
And now you stand and hold my band 

Thougfa my hair is white as snow; 
Life's tide is ebbing, but one will wait 

With a patient smile at Heaven's gate; 
In death soul to soul as in life heart to heart, 

Love that is faithful e'en death cannot part. 
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I watched her dance, and a spirit of air 

Flitted never more light or fair; 

Her rippling laugh left a radiant spell 

Of sweet assttrance that all was well. 

I heard her voice in a gay, sweet strain 

That soothed my heart in its bitter pain; 

And the sunshine lingered when she was there 

To add a glint to her golden hair. 

I said one night, "Will you tell me, dear. 

Have you never a care or sorrow here?" 

She looked at me with a wondering smile. 

And I thought there were tears in her eyes the while. 

I remember it well, it was New Year's night. 

And she took me out in the soft moonlight; 

She held my hand and whispered low, 
"I buried my hopes, dear, long ago, 
"I buried them deep, and the weight of the aod 

Nobody knew bnt myself and God. 

Don't ask me, dear, who dealt the blow, 

God and myself doth only know. 
"And now I laugh and the days glide by 

With never a tear or pang or sigh, 

Kxcept of pity, for those who must 

Awaken yet from the dream of trust. 
'.'I gladly live, for God was kind; 

I did not seek but He let me find; 

Through darkness to light He leads me on 

When all I thought was life is gone." 
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"What have you done with the souls I g-are you?" 
Tender yet Etern was the Master's tone. 

"What have you done with the souls I gave yon7 
Have they to meeds ot to roses grown?" 

"How can I answer you, Lord?" I whispered; 
"What can I say to you, Lord?" I cried; 

"They kissed me good bye with heart-hroken sorrow- 
Why did you take me away from their side?" 

"What have you done with the souls I gave you? 

Speak!" And I answered, trembling still, 
"Father, I tried with the light you gave me 

To follow Thy footsteps and do Thy will." 

Then I filled the air with a desolate wailing. 

The hopeless cry of a soul's despair — 
And is this God? And is this Heaven? 

And is there pity anywhere? 

Bnt the Master showed me the wounds and bruises 
Where sorrow's dagger had pierced His heart. 

Then He dried my tears and whispered, "Justice 
With pity and love holds ever a part." 

But, oh, that dream awoke my conscience, 
And I questioned myself and am questioning still, 

"How are you leading the souls He gave you, 
Sinning or sinless, up life's steep bill?" 
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If ever jou hear a musical sound. 
Of happj laughter all around 
And kindness in the very air. 
You'll know at once that he is there,— 
Uncle Raymond. 

If ever your heart is crushed with woe. 
Till you think God's mercy has ceased to flow. 
Some one will come and gra«p yonr hand, 
With a g-rasp so strong- you will understand, — 
Uncle Raymond. 

The children's counsellor and friend, 
At work or pla.y, a smile to lend; 
And with life's toilers side by side. 
Ah, surely love personified 
Is Uncle Raymond. 

If ever I g-et to heaven's gate, 
I'll ask St. Peter to let me wait; 
Or I'll just hang around outside. 
Awaiting- a vacant seat beside 
Uncle Raymond. 
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"When two or three," onr Saviour said, 
"Together a^k for their daily bread 
There in their midst I shall surely be. 
For they that hunger must come unto me." 
We needed food for heart and mind — 
He whispered, "seek, and yon shall find." 
And so we sought and found this place. 
And were welcomed here with such kindly grace, 
And were g^ven a glimpse of that higher life 
So needfnl to mother and maiden and wife. 
And as we entered a holy calm 
Crept over our souls like a soothing balm. 
All earth-born cares on this threshold cease, 
And our restless spirits found love and peace; 
Found, oh! so much that is good and true, 
That we want our friends to share it, too. 
So a thousand welcomes to those who came 
I give to-night in our Circle's name. 
Our Circle's name^could tongue or pen 
Tell what that means to the world of men! 
From the gray haired sage to the thoughtless youth. 
To all who would arm themselves for the truth; 
From the snow-tKinnd north to the sunny south 
It tenderly passes from heart to mouth. 
*Tis a symbol of honor and justice and right, 
'Tis a finger-post pointing to Heaven's own light; 
In all undertakings fade doubt and fear 
By those magic words, "Our Bishop is berel" 
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Our Bishop is here and onr hearts are full. 

And grateful love-wordB he cannot lull. 

'Tis our hands and hearts that rule the world. 

And we stand by his banner of truth unfurled. 

But life is fleeting, so let us now 

Place buds and blossoms upon his brow, 

And aotue day 'twill keep back many a tear 

Remembering- we loved him while yet he was here. 

O friends, I know you would never tire 

If my pen could follow my heart's desire; 

It would echo your own, and we'd ask of Heaven 

That even more graces to him be given; 

That his wisdom might reach from shore to shore. 

And wars and sufferings would be no more. 

And all men would live by the golden rule; 

While the fire that maddens their brains would cool; 

And St. John and St. Ambrose look proudly down 

And smile at their own son's bright renown. 

And every land that the sun shines on 

Would ring with the name of Watterson. 
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Om RMii't RtMtHtniKe. 

" The angels, not half so happy in heaven. 
Went envying her and tne.'' — E. A. I^e. 

Ob, dinaa pUj tha.t livelj tune, 

It fills tny soul to-night 
Wi' mem'ries o' a happy past, 

I canna put to Sight. 
O' a winsome, winsome lassie, 

I loved lang jears ago, 
Away in bonnie Scotland. 

Where heather breezes blow. 

Oh, Bessie's face was like the sun 

That peepeth after rain, 
As if whispering, "Were you hopeless? 

You knew I'd come agaia." 
And her ejes, love's bonnie windows — 

Ah, that was jeare ago, 
A way in bonnie Scotland 

Where heather breezes blow. 

Lad and lass we wandered o'er 

The heathei scented brae. 
The love o' Heaven betwiit us 

And the world our own for aje. 
But poisoned whispers broke her heart 

And filled toy life with woe, 
Away in bonnie Scotland 

Where heather breezes blow. 
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So softly play "Ye Banke »nd Braes," 

She loved that air the best; 
And, ohi if I could shnt my eyes 

And hush this pain to rest. 
And dream the wrinkles frae my bron. 

And frae my hair the snow, 
And dream o' Bessie and o' love 

In Scotland years ago. 

Play on; and maybe I'll forget 

This mansion cold and grand; 
Forget the gold and siller 

And hold my Bessie's band. 
And bear her sing "Loch Lomond" 

As she sang it long ago 
Away in bonnic Scotland 

Where heather breezes blow. 

Play on; and let me dream away 

The bitter, bitter years. 
The longing and the yearning 

And the strength of unshed tears; 
Forget the envy that I've borne 

The sun and stars and snow. 
For lingering 'round my Bessie's grave 

Since long, long years ago. 



Tint eoaamloi. 

And 30, mj darling, you will kneel to-day. 
For the first time before God's holy altar; 

And I will pray as only mothers pray, 
That He will never let your footsteps falter. 
But always stay with thee. 

It seems a little while since first you lay 

Within my arms, and nestled ohJ so tender. 
And brouK'ht the joy which but a first-born bring-s; 
Still far more joyful, dear, if you'll surrender 
Your heart and sottl to-day. 
Forgetting' even me. 

And I will throw all worldly carea aside. 

And think of nothing save the gnest we cherish; 
And He will see my heart, and know I tried 

To keep you from the love of things that perish. 
For those that last, for His dear sake, — 
And He'll remember. 

Ob, may He guide and bless and keep you, dear, 

And give you strength to battle with life's sorrow; 
And when your last communion day draws near. 
Your trust in Him will lead to glad to-morrow. 

When love and joy and gladness will await thee. 
Beyond the skies. 
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entrytMitg eoMM to l>ta Ollto Olaitt. 

Have they not all come yet — the transient joys. 
The va.giie regrets, the tear that memory weeps 
O'er blig-fated hopes? What is there more? 
Hope fanned to flame again, weak as before, 
Only to die, only to die. 

In youth we restless grew; the distant hills 
Seemed, ohi so green and cool. 
And life was in its fevered, noonday glare, 
And urged us from the quiet, sinless scenes 
With "Climb, and yon may rale. 
And you may rule." 

We reached the mountain-top only to meet 
Those who had climbed with bruised and weary feet. 
Fame had been won and laurels worn, and yet — 
Hearts desolated, striving to forget. 
Striving to forget. 

Wait; it will all come yet for which we sigh; 
A place where human strife no record keeps. 
Save in the sweetest, tenderest, holiest charity; 
Where weary heart and brain in rest may lie. 
Nor struggle evermore for mastery; 
Everything comea and everything is peace. 
Sweetest and best for those who suffer most. 
For those who suffer most. 



I 
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Jlloitt 'inid Sirginii OlaoM. 

"Standing alone in tbe mig-htj ocean 

Washed by the waves in their rage or gleej 
Holding aloft with nnswerving devotion 

Glimmering hopes for the ships ont at sea, 
As they pass to and fro in tbeir proud, stately beanty 

With never a thought for your sigh or moan; 
Poor little rock, in your love and duty 

Standing uucared for, forever alone." 

Aht no, not alone, I've »world of wonder. 

The proudest ships that go sailing by 
Have been lashed and torn by the waves asunder 

With their living freight. Ob! that awful cry. 
When the waves steal back in remorsefnl anguish 

And in death-like calm beg pity from tne. 
Just as human souls having sinned are longing 

To stand alone like a rock at sea. 

Alone! No. The sun in the early morning 

Shines down with a satisfied peaceful love 
To tell me the mystical gates have opened 

And the shipwrecked souls are at peace above. 
Then it sinks to rest and the moon with a blessing 

Lulls the waves to sleep and shines on me, 
And the sea-birds linger with glance caressing 

For the little rock alone at sea. 
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Oh! human aoul, wbea the naves of sorron 

Beat over your heart with their merciless song, 
Till you dread the thought o* the coming; morrow 

AndyoQcry in your ang-uish, "Oh, Lord, how long?** 
Think of the stars in their silent beauty 

Beckoning to peace tbat^is yet to be; 
Bear your chastening, and do your duty. 

Unknown to the world like a rock at sea. 

Age will come with its peaceful twilight, 

Like a ship that slowly sails half-mast high, 
Whilea heart that has tired of theworld's bright sunlight 

Sinks low in the waters — with only the sigh 
Of a passing crowd, and the solemn requiem 

That speaks of the promised eternity; 
While God enters into some lonely dwelling. 

As He cares for the rock alone at sea. 



tKniOv(rtlMP«ge. 



Turn over the page, forget all the wrong, 
To-morrow will gfreet yon with laughter and song; 
Hew hopes will awaken, old woea be forgot, 
Falae joys and false friends, let as think of them not. 

Tnm over the page, it is blotted with tears. 
Then wbj should joa linger with doubts and with fears. 
There are hearts that are loyal and trusting ajid true. 
And the future is budding with promise for you. 

Turn over the page, hurry on to the last. 
When the pains and the hopes and the joys will have passed; 
When the dust tarns to dust and is hid 'neath'the sod. 
And the soul fl iea for peace to its merciful Ood. 



M.J dear, I read your letter, and I send 
For aiVBWer, that I cannot be your friend. 
I could not promise to be always true, 
Althoufch it pains me to speak thus to you; 
Still, it is better to be understood — 
I fain would take your friendship if I could; 
But, then, it would not ripen without love. 
And that must come from sources far above. 



It should not be a soft, sweet, subtle power. 
To ueed your presence every paBsing hour, 
To feel that life is fair while you are near. 
And in your absence It would lose its cheer; 
Bnt it should be a harbor, safe and sound, 
Where all that's true aad faithful would abound. 
Wherein each joy would find, an answering' throb. 
And in your sorrow, echo sob for sob. 

If I should be your friend. I'd have you rise 
To wealth and fame, and all that life holds dear. 
Then stand aside, when victory would be yours; 
But in your sorrow, I'd be always near. 
And when I'd humbly kneel to God each day, 
I'd ask Him to look kindly from His throne 
And pour His choicest blessing's on your head. 
Aye, e'en to hear your prayers before my own. 

If I should be your friend, and all the world 
Should turn against yon, I would still be true. 
But then the human part of it would be 
That I'd expect much sacrifice from you. 
Aad so, my dear, my letter I must close. 
And with sad heart the parting' message send — 
It pains me much that I must say again, 
Regretfully, I cannot be your friend. 
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'TrdaiUL 

Here is a. picture all amiles and tears, 
Blending together for years and jrears; 
Hope never flaggfing through daj or night. 
And faith, deathlees faith, makes that halo of light — 
'Tis Ireland. 

Hearts of the truest and purest and best 
That even death's stillness their love cannot rest. 
For heart and sonl mingle as heavenward they Qy, 
And with infinite pity they linger and sigh. 
Poor Ireland. 

Women as fair as the sweet climbing rose. 
As higher and higher towards heaven it g^rows; 
Pnre as the lily, chaste as the dove. 
Sure haven of rest for man's first and last love — 
Pnre Ireland- 

Couragel No nation was ever so^td. 
Though kept down by tyranny, hunger and cold. 
Still they cling to and love the dear land of their birth. 
And point with fond pride to God's garden on earth. 
Fair Ireland. 

Wonder not then at the smiles and tears. 
The hopes almost bopelesH, the doubts and fears. 
But the faith of herchildren outshines all the rest. 
And God sees her sufferings and He knoweth best. 
Hope, Ireland! 
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ailKrmr Son Jtn Co-DigM. 

Wherever jou are to-iiig-fat, dear, 

You with the winsome eyes. 
That awakened tny g-irlish hea.rt too soon 

To woman's tears and Bighs; 
But brought me in life's fair morning', 

A little of heaven's own light, 
For this, I pray God bleas you. 

Wherever you are to-night. 

Wherever you are to-aigbt, dear, 

You with the winning smile. 
That filled my life with gladness 

Just for a little while; 
Ah, I have learned since then, dear, 

To read life's lessons aright. 
God keep you from desolation. 

Wherever you are to-night. 

Wherever yon are to-night, dear. 
Perhaps 'neath some frild-flowered BOd; 

Perhaps your wayward sonl has met 
Its tender pitying God; 

Perhaps the clouds and shadows 
, Have led to peace and tight, 

God keep you and guard you and love yon. 
Wherever you are to-night. 



liicoMi$tncy. 

As irhen the tide glides outward to the sea, 

Never ag'ain returning', 
So have I watched thine image pass from me, 

With wordless, tearless mourning. 
Ceased with the throbbing of thy heart all joys, 

Out on life's sea I'm drifting; 
Whither you went I dare not raise my eyes 

Who prayed for thine uplifting. 
Whither the tide went out I dare not look 

Through blinding tears of sorrow; 
Cruet, relentless, stormy it departs. 

Peaceful returns to-morrow. 
I knew that my poor love could never fill 

Thy desolated thought; 
And yet I dared to lift my soul to thine. 

Unbidden and unsought. 
And as I watched thy lonely life flow on, 

lo domb, persistent pain, 
I asked of God to soothe thy broken heart 

As the tide comes again. 
Now I am all alone, my selfish heart 

Regretting even prayer. 
Whisper to God, "Why all this peace for me 

And she so lonely there?" 
Nay, whisper not; He knows I asked for thee. 

Out of my love thy life; 
He sees my empty arms. He hears my cry. 

He knows my selfish strife. 
He knows our every thought, our every hope; 

He giveth and can take; 
Can soothe the raging tempest of the soul 

And pardon for love's sake. 
Into the dreary midnight of our lives. 

The helpless, hopeless night. 
From ont the boundless ocean of His love 

He'll send a wave of light. 
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Ow eMdlHfl star. 



When first jon left us, little one. 
Left us to tread the weary path alone, 
Over life's brig-htnesa fell the pall of night — 
The nig-ht that knew no dawning for onr hearts, 
Until we saw. 

Saw that from out the mist of the eternal 
Into the span of time that we call life. 
Came there a shimmer of a far-off glory — 
A gleam that filled our inmost souls with light, 
A little space. 

A little space, and then it left us darkness. 
In gloom unbroken by the glow of day. 
Our weary eyes, blinded with films of sorrow, 
Saw not beneath the dark a brighter beam. 
Our beacon light. 

For so it was to be. From out the nnfathomed vaatness. 
The great, wide future-realm that stretches far 
E'en to that shore, the verges of the immortal. 
This soul, God-missioned, was to lead ns safely, — 
Our guiding star. 



Contiinm. 

Mj dear, I have just finished reading jour tetter. 
And I can't speak a word but the tear-dropa will start; 
Why didn't you send back a taste of the sunshine 
Yon carried away from my poor Lonely heart? 

The birds used to sing; and the flowers would be bloomingf 
And life seemed all sweetness when you were around. 
I've been longing and seeking for joy since you left us, 
And nothing but shadows and tears can be found. 

Why did you stay till the wings of the angels 
Charmed my world-weary soul into raptures of bliss? 
Ahl why did you give me such glimpse of heaven. 
And then leave me lonely and weary like this? 

Send back mj soul's music. 'Twae jangled and toneless; 
You strung it to life with your sweetness and love. 
And, mj poor little heart-ease, yon never shall need it — 
God will brighten your pathway with flowers from above. 

Ob, why must our pathways lie far asunder? 
You say — God hath willed it and He knoweth best; 
And I feel the sweet blossoms of hope in my bosom — 
Oh, pray we may meet where the weary find rest. 
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e«d KnoweW. 



Sood-bje, she said, and went her wajr. 
As one who leaves a desert land; 

But if her heart went back tha.t day. 
Or if she missed one clasping ha.nd. 

None knew, for every heart hath woes 
Which only God ca,n understand. 

Perhaps she thought — a little space 

And I shall see mj home again. 
And kiss mj mother's dear loved face 

With joy that shall outweigh this pain; 
None knew, for every heart hath hopes 

Which utterance would but profane. 

Or if her thoughts went back that day 
To bygone scenes of olden time. 

When life was an unfolded flower. 
With promise of a beauteous prime; 

None knew, for every heart h&th thoughts 
Which only silence hath sublime. 

Or it might t>e that she had said, 
"I'll see the world, man's heritage;" 

And left the past behind that day, 
Right glad to turn another page; 

Aje. glad to turn with new-found strength 
Afresh upon life's pilgrimage. 

I know not; this alone I know, 
How hearts that lore can sorrow, too; 

The truest hearts know most of woe — 
And what when hearts are more than true — 

When even death bath failed to break 
The bonds which life will oft undo. 

Good-bye, she said, and went her way — 
Heart sadness oft makes conscience gay; 

Good-bye, she whispered, low that day, 
And angels followed all the way. 
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1« Coving mtaory oT min 6c«rgiaKM ConaM. 

" The path of a good woman is indeed sirewn with 
Jlawers, but they rise behind her steps, not be- 
fore them."^Rusliin. 

Ah! Friend, jou left ua! 

God lifted your dear soul 
Above the stormy path with tempests rife, 
Above the narrow bounds of earthly life, 
Alwve the struggles and the weary strife, 
Because He loved you. 

Ah! Friend, you left usl 

And the dark, future days 
Will be far darher now where thou art not. 
The tender words that we forgot to say, 
The angels whispered, and you went away 
Because He loved you. 

Ah! Friend, you left usl 

legacies of love 
And purest, sweetest, tenderest, holiest memories. 
God drew aside the veil and let yon see 
The wisdom that you sought — our mystery. 
Because He loved you. 

Ah! Friend, you left us! 

And a tearful prayer 
From many a lonely heart went heavenward, too. 
Oh, happy friend! God changed life's gray to gold 
And g-ave you peace and joy and bliss untold. 
Because He loved you. 



Oa « PaiMiig. 

I looked at the picture and then at the painter. 
And iato m j heart came a measa^re of peace; 

The life on the canraa was nature's own beauty. 
The life standing' bj was Heaven's increase. 
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Exptctta. 

When you come home, 

Will you steal in, I wonder. 
Just a.s long years ag-o you stole a,wa,j. 
And kissed me, smiling', though my tears were faJl 
And kept me waiting many a weary day — 

When you come home? 
When you come home, 

Methinks I see you kneeling 
Beside my chair with laug-hter in your eyes; 
And I can feel your arms around me stealing: 
While tears of joy are falling from my eyes, 

When you come home. 
When yon come home, 

We'll kneel before the altar— 
Our Mother's shrine you always called your own — 
And I will tell you how I asked onr Father 
To hear my wanderer's prayers before my own, 

When yon come home. 
When you come home. 

We will not speak of sorrow; 
But I will tell you how I knelt each day 
And asked our Father in His gracious mercy 
To keep even passing dreams of wrong away. 

When you come home. 
When you come home, 

Let it be soon, my darling. 
Or you may come, and I will be at rest. 
And then I know the child that loved m^ always, 
Will humbly kneel and say, "God knoweth best;" 

When you come home. 
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StPatrick'iDay. 



'Tis tli7 Saint'a Natal Hay, sweet Isle of ttae oce&n, 

And once more a greeting- 1 oSer to ttaee, 
A tribute ol simple but heartfelt devotion 

Fiom one of jour children far over the sea. 
A greeting of joy to dear Ireland a nation, 

Proclaim ttae glad tidings o'er mountain and sea. 
For the first glimpse of dawn on our land is awaking 

And ttae sunburst will follow, acushla macbree. 
A;, the sunshine is coming, dear Erin Alanna, 

To banish the sorrows of long weary years, 
And the old harp of Tara will wake from its sleeping 

And drown with its music all sadness and tears. 
See, the shamrock grows fleeter because of the freedom. 

And the cowslips bloom sweeter o'er meadow and lea. 
E'en the shy little primrose that grows by the wayside 

Is lifting its head to take part in the glee. 
And the children are wearing their bright Patrick's crosses, 

As barefoot they play 'round each old cabin door. 
While the boys and the girls go dance in the meadows 

And whisper the story so oft told before. 
And the old folks kneel down, hand in hand, in the twilight 

To pray for the loved ones who sailed o'er the sea. 
While the Angelus bells will ring louder and clearer 

For the faith that was always and freedom to be. 
Oh God save you kindly, loved home of my childhood. 

And keep you forever in sunshine and peace. 
And God bless Columbia, the pride of the ocean; 

Dear Ireland's best friend, may her blessings increase! 
We would die for the stars and stripes, nobly and proudly. 

As they wave o'er the land where true freedom holds sway; 
But wherever an esile of Erin is roaming 

His heart is at home on St. Patrick's day. 
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In Cooing memory of mary Isabel mmay. 

" The desire of the moth for the star. 

Of the night for the marrow. 
The devotion to something afar 

Front the sphere of our sorrow." — Shelley. 

"I plucked this lily," said Angel Love, 

"Out of the heart of a aig-h; 
I stole it away in the dead of night, 

When no one but sorrow was nigh." 

"And I wondered and wondered," said Angel Death, 

"If you knew how its tendrils clung 
Round the bruises and scars of a desolate heart. 

Round a soul with its music unsung." 

"Would yon have spared it, Angel Love, 

You with your wealth of flowers? 
Wottld you miss one lily on Easter morn 

From out your countless bowers? 

'"Love broke hope's promise;' the mother's heart 

Cried in its dark despair. 
Ah, Angel Love," said Angel Death, 

"Why did you send me there?" 

'"I broke hope's promise?" said Angel Love; 

"Ahl tender, pitying Death, 
I watched you close those wearied eyes 

And still the fevered breath. 
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"And the<r called you cold," aaid Angel Love, 

"As they kiseed the bed of clay. 
They did not know I sent yon there 

To carry the flower away. 

"Why even the desolate mother's heart 

Forgot it was her prayer; 
Forgot it was her cry to me 

That made me send yon there. 

"Forgotl Why even yon forgot. 

Ah, Deathi forgot Love's care. 
Or were you jeating, when yon asked 

Why did I send you there?" 



n fiiim 01 tix eoii 

Another evening, 70U Bay, dears, 

Like those of the long ago. 
When all inaide is g-lad and warm 

And outiide frost and snow; 
And jou say I promised a story 

Of old-time queens and king^s, 
Of fairies and dnarfs and goblins 

And all snch grotesque things. 
Well, first you must all do something — 

Kitty must sing for me, 
"Backward, turn backward, O time in your flight," 

And sacredly, "All for thee." 
Then Lucy must sing that old Scotch song, 

"When ye gang awa," 
And Mabel will laugh as she always does. 

And Flossie will sing "See Saw;" 
Then Annie will play some dear old tnne 

And Kitty will sing again — 
What, not till after my story? 

Well, I'll begin it then: 

Once there was a convent, 

A beautiful, sheltered place. 
Where white-robed nuns passed to and fro 

With calm and saintly grace, 
And gathered the roses of knowledge 

To scatter them far and near. 
Ob, peace had many a halting place, 

But made her home nest here. 
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And ones a weary wotnaa. 

Tired of the city's din, 
Tired of the seal's bleak tempest. 

Of the storm without and within; 
Tired of the world's dark places 

And wrongs that never came right, 
Tired of the cold, hard faces 

And the darkness that never grew light; 
Tired of the toil and hurry 

Of daily, human strife. 
The ceaseless, tireless worry, 

The dragging, sordid life; 
Longing for soul up-lifting. 

For peaceful, vesper sounds, 
Walked, as though strangely drifting. 

Into those sacred grounds. 
She gazed at the gentle faces 

And wondered if she dare 
Enter that peaceful dwelling. 

That monument of prayer. 
And surely an angel answered. 

For, standing closely by, 
A fair nun said, "You're a stranger here? 

I thought so, you seemed shy. 
Come, rest; you arc weary from walking." 

The woman looked at her face 
And marveled at its beauty. 

Shining with G«d's own grace. 
Pure as the purest lily. 

Meek as a vestal queen 
And fair as an apple blossom 

Meeting the sun's first sheen. 



And jet, so sweet and childlike 

It seemed that an angel's hand 
Was leading the weary woman 

Into a sunlit land; 
Into the daylight holy, 

Ont of the sinfnl night; 
Into the sheltered harbor. 

Shutting the world from sight. 
And the poor soul lingered and wondered. 

Then asked if she might dare 
To enter the little chapel 

And pour forth her heart in prayer, 
And the nnn with the queenly graces 

Smiled in a tender way, 
And asked her to peep a moment first 

And watch two children pray. 
Two little black robed maidens. 

Lovingly hand in hand. 
Passing from station to station, 

And seeming to understand 
That saddest of all sad jonmeys, 

When the air was heavy with sighs, 
The Son's dark crucifixion 

And the Mother's sorrowful eyes. 
And the weary, world-worn woman 

Prayed such a prayer that night: 
Thanked God for the souls be gave her 

And vowed she wonld lead them right. 

And when in the quiet evening 
They gather around her knee 

And beg her for a story 

As you have been begging me,  
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She asks. " Shall I tell of goblins 7 " 

Tbcj answer, " Nay, Mamma, nay! 
Tell us about the queenly nna 

That showed you the children pray." 
And she tells them a sweet, sad story, 

How these little grirls were crushed 
One day neath a weig'ht of sorrow, 

Their childish song-s were hushed — 
They soue:ht aot the world's opinion, 

Bat thoug'htof the sweet-faced nun 
And the lessens that she had taught them. 

And murmured "Thy will be done!" 
Why care for frowning- or scorning 

When Be of the peaceful light. 
The comforter of sorrows. 

Was watching them day and night? 
And they knew that through all life's journey, 

For the nuns bad taught them so. 
That sooner or later there comes to each 

His portion of pain and woe. 

Now, that is all the story, dears, 

Just as to me it was told; 
And now you girls may name it — 

That's pretty— "A Glint of the Gold." 
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If I could sing- a tender song, 

Lovingly, sweet and low, 
Awakening only the happier chords. 

From the dreams of long: ago; 
Sweet as an angel's whisper. 

Calm as the sea-bird flies. 
And true as the blue of heaven 

That shines through thy earnest eyes. 

A song of happy Jnne-time days; 

And love would once more bloom 
With new life from the spent life, 

That lies within its tomb. 
And banish the vaporing sadness 

And rain-miata from thy heart. 
When life would aeem a rose-hued dream, 

From ain and aorrow apart. 

If I could sing of autumn, 

And wintry moons so bright. 
With diamonds rare in the frosty air, 

And shafts of crystal light. 
And if you'd sleep and sweetly dream 

I'd softly breathe a prayer. 
And gently kiss thy care-worn brow, 

And smooth thy silvered hair. 

And if I thought 'twould make you glad 

To know th±t I was nigh. 
There would not be in all the world 

A happier soul than I. 
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There would not be from earth to heaven 

A BOng or ray of light — 
Too sneet to soothe thy pillowed head; 

Good night, dear heart, good nigbt. 

Good nigbt; and, ob, that laat good night 

Is stealing slowly on. 
When one poor lonclj heart remaina, 

Witb all life's sweetness gone; 
When througb tbc cloudj, dreary path, 

The only glimmering light 
Will be the love that we have shown — 

Good night, dear heart, good night. 



t'USllI! 



Citt Sengblrd. 



A soog'bird sa.ng a tender song 

In rich melodious atrain. 

The essence of affection's wealth 

O'erflowed his heart and brain. 

A songbird sang, nor ever dreamed — 

How quickly Summer flies. 

But sweetly sang the oft told tale 

Of love that never dies. 

A songbird sang a mournful song 

Of bitterness and tears, 

Of loveless hearts that colder grow, 

And sadder with the years. 

Of sunless days and starless nights 

And dreams that were no more, 

The hands he loved had clipped his wing-s 

Because he tried to soar. 

Oh, foolish bird you dieamt your dream 

And got a stone for bread. 

You looked and hoped for sunny smiles. 

And found grey skies instead. 

But you have lived, and so your song 

Has not been sung in vain. 

They bruised your heart and clipped your wings. 

But you will sing again. 

Sing on wild bird, God's sun still shines. 

And watchful are his stars. 

You need not wings to reach to souls 

Who feel their prison bars. 

And you may touch a tender chord 

In hearts by sorrow riven. 

As gently o'er the darkest day. 

Falls sunny hues of heaven. 



6«w to KM. 



Sbe is not tberc, 

And never more — I'll wander 
Across the sea, throng-h weary miles of space. 
No more I'll leave mj home nest and my darlings 
To greet and kias that dear old wrinkled face. 

She is not there. 
She is not there. 

The darling whom I cherished, 
Mj selfish heart saved all its grief and pain 
To whisper in her ears. And she would comfort 
And bid me love and trust and hope again. 

She is not there. 
She is not there, 

The lover of my childhood. 
She lonely grew when all she loved had fled. 
But God remembered, and the angels bore her 
Where love and light would pillow her dear head. 

She is not there. 
She will be there. 

Once more I'll leave my darlings, 
Once more thy restless heart will go in quest — 
Of love and trust, and she will stand awaiting. 
And whisper, "Lord my child hath done her best." 

She will be there. 
She will be there. 

With loving smiles to greet me. 
And question, "Was the voyage rough or mild?" 
And I will whisper, dear I've reached the harbor, 
I feel your kiss and hear yon call me "child." 
She will be there. 
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It was not wasted, child, that aong jrou sang;. 
That tender sang of purest love and truth; 

It woke no echo in that ice-bound heart. 
No joy, no Iotc, no sympathy forsooth; 
And yet it was not wasted. 

There was no music in that sonl to stir, 

No pain to soothe — for these go band in hand; 
But angels caught the tender, sweet refrain 
And called it prayer, bo God will understand. 
It was not wasted, child. 
It was not wasted. 
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When jon are old and tired and lonely, dear. 
And from your form has fled all youthful grrace. 
Take down this little book and think HOmetimes 
Of her nho held the pen these lines to trace. 

How many loved you in your glad sweet days? 
Aye, loved your beauty with false love or true. 
But one friend loved your weary struggling sonl 
And loved your tears and frowns in loving yon. 

And surely you will read between the lines— 
The love itself — for words are weak and poor, 
And surely you will know her soul's best gift, 
Lay in its richest harvest at your door. 

There where your hand could reach, and eyes could s< 
She laid the ripened sheaves, love's golden grain. 
Nay, grieve not now. She asketh no return. 
Who loveth best in giving find their gain. 

But if her memory deserves a prayer, 

Or should you kiss some line her hand hath penned. 

Ah, let it be your name for her poor sake, 

Its sound was sweetest music to the end. 

Its sound awakened many a tender song. 
Of love and hope and tender evening prayer. 
Brought resurrection and a heavenly glow 
Into her life like benediction prayer. 



And if into thy lonely heart should creep 
A tender, wishful thoni^ht that she were here. 
Think of the blissful peace the Lord luth given 
When yon look back, when you remember, dear. 

How many loved yon in the gflad sweet days. 
And praised the beauty of your hair and eyes? 
One loved the chang-ef ul muaic of your soul, 
And waits its coming' now beyond the skies. 
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Are we far from the la.nd of oar fathers to-night 

Are we far from its tear-laden skies? 
Are we far from the valleys, the daisy-clad hills, 

from the wrongs and the wailing's and sighs? 
Are we far from its music, the sweetest on earth, 

Its legends and ballads and lore? 
Have our fathers found homes in this beautiful west 

And their children forg-ot thee, asthore? 

Are we far from the land of our fathers to-night, 

Are we far from its murmuring rills? 
Are we far from the mystical isle of the sea, 

Whose beauty each stranger's heart thrills? 
Are we far from the graves where our kindred lie dead, 

Hearts broken with hunger and pain? 
Ah, no, we are with thee, dear Ireland, to-night. 

And distance Is empty and vain. 

We're in Ireland to-night! Here are Limerick's sons 

Who fought with the courage of men; 
And boys of Kilkenny, those "stout, roving blades," 

Who can talk with shillelah or pen. 
Here are boys from the south and boys from the north. 

And boys from far-famed Donegal; 
There are hoys here from Kerry, so witty and merry. 

And Wexford boys, bravest of all. 
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We're in Ireland to-nigbt. Here is a story and aong. 

And beauty as pure as tbe skies. 
There's sunshine and shadovr and innocent love 

In each g-lance of her daughter's sweet eyes. 
We're in Ireland to-night; see the green and the gold 

Of our banner unrolled and unfurled, 
Wave it proudly aloft as our fathers have done. 

Wave it high, it can challenge the worldl 

Are we far from the land of St. Patrtck to-night? 

Are we far from its rains and shrines? 
Do we cling to tbe f aitb of our fathers tbrongh all, 

With a love that embalms and entwines? 
Are we hungry for justice and hnngry for bread? 

Are we crushed with oppression and pain? 
No, the Star Spangled Banner waves proudly aloft, 

God bless it again and again! 

Tbe Star Spangled Banner is honored to-nlgbt 

Wherever an Irish heart throbs. 
It sheltered our fathers from English misrule. 

And hushed with its kindness their sobs. 
There is not a man 'round this gay festive board 

But would fly at the first bugle's call 
To fight for that flag, and die for that flag 

And murmur a prayer as he'd fall. 
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